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feet; the sheep-bells were music to their ears; and exhilarated by
exercise, and stimulated by hope, they pushed onwards with the
strength of lions.

The day wore on, and all these bright colours subsided, and
assumed a quieter tint, like young hopes softened down "by time,
or youthful features by degrees resolving into the calm and
serenity of age. But they were scarcely less beautiful in their
glow decline than they had been in their prime; for nature gives
to every time and season some beauties of its own, and from
morning to night, as from the cradle to the grave, is but a suc-
cession of changes so gentle and easy, that we can scarcely mark
their progress.

To Godalming they came at last, and here they bargained for
two humble beds, and slept soundly. In the morning they were
astir, though not quite so early as the sun, and again afoot; if not
with all the freshness of yesterday, still with enough of hope and
spirit to bear them cheerily on,

It was a harder day's journey than that they had already
performed, for there were long and weary hills to climb; and in
journeys, as in life, it is a great deal easier to go down hill than
up. However, they kept on with unabated perseverance, and the
hill has not yet lifted its face to heaven that perseverance will not
gain the summit of at last.

They walked upon the rim of the Devil's Punch Bowl, and
Smike listened with greedy interest as Nicholas read the inscrip-
tion upon the stone which, reared upon that wild spot, tells of a
foul and treacherous murder committed there by night. The
grass on which they stood had once "been dyed with gore, and the
blood of the murdered man had run down, drop by drop, into the
hollow which gives the place its name. "The Devil's Bowl,"
thought Nicholas, as he looked into the void, "never held fitter
liquor than that!"

Onward they kept with steady purpose, and entered at length
upon a wide and spacious tract of downs, with every variety of
little hill and plain to change their verdant surface. Here, there
shot up almost perpendicularly into the sky a height so steep, as to
be hardly accessible to any but the sheep and goats that fed upon
its sides, and there stood a mound of green, sloping and tapering oft
so delicately, and merging so gently into the level ground, that
you could scarce define its limits. Hills swelling above each
other, and undulations shapely and uncouth, smooth and rugged,
graceful and grotesque, thrown negligently side by side, bounded
the view in each direction; while frequently, with unexpected
noise, there uprose from the ground a flight of crows, who, cawing